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The wider geek. 
ꝛagen $0 5185y & ne anls 1 
Tia no lilo Conage charieen — 29 9 
il 
— — 
— _— they ioua the open Ayres. 
amongaberutghugs x — my 
Shale kt Spas, ya im our Rn 
thaw, ah, og ST 
Andſ ce ES — 


ſeoft, coneermind; 4 
Seeing their ſollyithen ee & ay" — 
Oh what a happy chiag i it is to die | 


Euen ſo my gadding Muſe, roving bane] 


Not witting What i was ethe 9. 
In a mad hum ance, or mam it, d 12 TD 


Wauld needs g oe wander wichourfeare or wit if 
But being toſtun the gewpeſtuous Sea, 1 


eee e, 20 


— 


— bra wake, "and full of ot, 
55 | vner * 
Bur yet, alas, within a — — or twaine, 
— Muſe muſt t the Ses againe 
ill five, 16d quite did, 
— crics to me for oidy 
But all ia vine for ſurcour did ſbe cas; 
I could not her chan fell de, Kite haue 
— — wp 
To arme hes i; irice ee was 
o to rhb tea the ſecond time ſhee went, 2 
Agzinitall wind and weather being bent. 
Le Critickes crake and crow, let Royſters raile: 
No fterme(faid ſhe)ſhallaakenienaw ſtrike ſailt 
— ſhall not make me inke : 
Ile hoyſt yp | be ſure to ſinke. 
Thento — id ſhe ſtoutiy ſtan a 
—— voyage, till ſhee came to lane. 
Siri, let me now beg this boone, } 
—— ſſeche Sent, an ſha hath done: © © | 
The Seas are and the Ocean rough, | 
eee | 
een = 
e's 


OO” 


no 


25 — 


The Author to the Booke. 


| She's weather- eaten, old, and ſprings a lacke. 


The — be ic framed ne re ſo ſtrong, 
Comes broken home, gomg to water 
Now let her reſt; vine bara fecke — : 
Preſſe her na more leſt ſhee ha preſt to death 
ut ſhee is bound the fuxth dime to the Sea 
\ S$hce muſt not lie ac harbour or at eaſe: 

| 1 cannot formy life ber voyage ſlay: 
Shee's bound, and being bound, ſhee malt obey. 
Farewell, deare Muſe, | choughe ore this co ſas 

| Thee wearie ofthe World, & that of thee, 


Amen 4B 63 4 Amd. N 
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Ome menthere be that praiſe whats good they hears 
And ſome there are that carpe what ere it be : 
Some men in Loilus ghoſt will ſaone appeare, 
| And ſome with Ariſtippus flattery, 
| But carpe at what yon can, diſpraiſe, back-bite, 
Ile neuer hide my Poems from the light. 


To the>nbiious Reader. 


Ale faced Enny aimes at greateſt men, 
P And by her natare ener ſeekes toclime; 
Tf it be ſo, ſurely ſhe will not then 
Looke downe ſo low as for to view my Rime: 
But ifagainſt ber nature ſhe will ſee't, | 
Fer. ſace to ſase, myvyerſe ſballdare to — _ | 
e- 
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A Die ption 1 87 
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Love. 


| N. E'retoucht my ——= Helicontw#' Well, 


Mine eies ne'te Parnaſns hi, 8 
: arr treated ary ance, g ? 
My hand did neuer hold a curious quilkt: 
Vet vvtire I inuft, but ii i baren beg: 
And ſte no wit, He ſhew my induſtry s 


Where is that mortall men that cn dem 
The thing any loue, hichrall the — 


er Teer of wines, -- 
PERL wits cothmke v 2 
8 what elais tame lo ſhould 
CT 8 
Ataske moſt weip htie doe I 
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Whole'd cthe&gods aboue r blind: 
Ses d — yeripexky, ſhes 
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A Deſcriptienef Lone. 

Like — 9, 3 mers graſſe ſheet freſh and greene, 

Sh'adornes the — tke flowers the field, 

Ske in a rliues, as in a Qutene, 

She conquers At, and yet to At ſheer lyeeld; 
She's white, (he's red, ſhe's yellow as the gold, 

She's euer liuing, yer is neuer old. 


Inuiſible mus is, yet her we ſee, 
Bork heanen and earth this goddeſſe doth inherit, 
She's feu, he's bloud,ſhe's bone a3 well a Wee, 


Yer can the nothing dee but with a (piriry 
She is a ponderou: frather, witty folly, | 
A quiekeching dow, a merry melencholy. 


$ hee"! ſoamebe angry, Shee'l be pleaſd as ſoone, 
— ] ner harbours — —.— R 
She's hot rhe morning. but he's ere noonez 
She's s caln,the' if yet es kind, 
' Shcdl ing, heel fab, ſo that the curious fiction 
Mayterme and call ber, well « congradiftion, 


Fre renew per i 
w hen 8 painf ure, 
Exceediag ſhamefaſt, les exceeding "v7 
Shee's bitter hony, ſhee's 8 gnineleſſe treaſure, 
| She's too too loaſe, ye do too ſaſt a know 

She ite hal Hes, whatia ? ; — 


2 


A Deſcription of Lone. 
She made Leander paiſe the aging Scat, 
Mis lowing Herothac he might enioy; 
Faire Heltas did Pœis better pleaſe, 22 
Then all his kinsfolks, or the wealth in Try: 
She's ſuch a thing that we ſo much relpedh* | 
That we our friends forget, our ſclues negleR, 


Our natius Countrey doe we quite forſake, 

Our prudent will we diſobey, 

Throu places ioumies dec we wake, 

And ſo fome lurking Lions prey; 
Nay more then this, down quick to hell we go, 

As Orpben did, if laut would haue it ſo. 


Whilſt on the hey · cold earth our loue doch lie, 
The — — 2 comfortable heat, on 
Forgettin owne propriety, | | 
The — ſeemes ſoft whilſt love makes them hes 
Down on che downs whilſt Lovers lie 
The down frems down, & euery ſtone 8 
Who her enioyrt, enioyes all earthly pleaſure, 
Who her enioy t, can ſetle no cold nor heat, 
Who ber enioy es, enioyes a werld of treaſure, 
Who her enioyes, enioyes hu drinke, his meat, 
Shes houy ſivoet, her ſelfe not mixt with gall, 


Wha her enloyes, exjoyerh a üg 
ut. 


AD ſer . * 2 1 4 | 
Bat if the goddeſſe Lone ſhould changedbe/, 
And not ly abide th * gun 
She headlong fals into extremitid : Ant: 27 
She takes v — — 4 2 iT 
Her te is bleekepher ſmi lin anged ate; 
—— 4 g 


de is a fury growue which 
Her golden haires ate turnd to ſlimy nales. 
Her cyes like fire; her touch · doth payion ſpit 
Moſt gam und dreadfully her head kes. | 


Which on her ſhoulqyrs one did fincly ſit. 4 
Aer prerty liſping tongue, & watiten ſpeeches, 
Are turu:d to ylling;howling;and to ſereeches. 


She whom the gods di dout᷑ to lodke vpon, 
Makes Hu quiuer at her ddiousdightz- 7 | +117 


Who was a Mate moſt mecto for: Love alone, Pele” 


Ano become a Fiend of darkſomenight; | 


ho once wes lolidy and in rich'c{tare, - | 
"Ts wrecchedjhtmfall, and is turnd to hate. 


Your yomrbfall Youths will not ſo aſten knocke, 
And beate their tendor ſiſti againſi the door, 
But ruſband cankernow conſumes the locke, 
For wancof vie which ſhinꝰd wich vichefore, | -/ 
Ske keep her home; and lorking there doch lie, 
In holeſ d cornervirec from — * 


” * 
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What once lay ati heart, lies ar my heels 
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will, ſhe 5 theres none char 
he bite, l c or reuile, (heares: 
Weep hilſt ſhes wearie, nõe reſpects | 
We lmaw they come but from a Crocodile r 
Wo know her arts, her cunning, charmes & kill 
Who can (pee hend to thoſe be means to il. 
x | 


Why for my Nea ſhould I'forrow fecle, 1 « / 
Being ſhees fahe, us much as ſheeis faire? 


For why, afoole I ſhould aechunted be, 
To die far herichat fearnes ro liue wich me 


Farewell, my Refa;fickleasrhe Wind. 4 
Vet read theſe ver ſes — mac vj, A1 
Scan them vpon yout fingers un οννẽꝭͤ ud, L 
That veuery ſtaffeand line of chyeſi betrue: 
Theſince that you and ij menowapart; 
My verſes feeribe rruer then ti beam. 


Curſed be that beauviewhich was 
Curſcd bee rhoſe ewinkling ftar ite 
Curſed be thoſe lips which gaue me 
Curſed be the tong Which told mt thou m 

Curſed be thoſ armes which once did bholil ue 
Add ten times eurſel he wharerc,chowhalk (faſt 


Now 


AL 4 * 


Now co ſome vncouth deſart will I goe, 
There will I lay me downe m melancholy, 
Where croeking toades lie ourmy wor, 
Or where ſome [nakes lye hiſſing ar my folly : 

There will I lay me downe, there will | Ray, 
And euer une, vntill I carne to clay. 


— llumber heck mine eyes oppreſt, 
Whac idle fantaſies diſturbe my braines, 
Wheat is it makes me taile amidſt my reſt, 

In fember (weer, what makes me talke of paines? 
Pardogi ſweet Lone. on me compaſſion take, 


Ferchis I dreaming ot in paſſion ſpake, 


The Holeropiame makes rio ſhew at night 

— — no pleing er - 

Lina — — lighe, 
may keepe it from aur 

; Pardon fwcerLoue}oncemore | pardon urke, 

4 Faireiz not foule, akhough ſhe weares a — 


Ae ſenetises fal eb che pricks chat puls the Roſe, 
s bey tees, way ſomtimes touch che ſting, 


2 —— — — | 


— (hoes 


Then promiſe me | may enioy thy fight, 
And faithfully thy word and promije keepe, 
Leſt U lietumbling all che — 
Telling the tedious minutes wanting fleepe. 
For when ones love doth ſtay a while away, - 
Each wmure ſeemes an houre, tach houre a day. 
1 2G *,;  Secrrnp. . 
Wheat if I walke moſt richly through the towne,” 
What if I be ador'd hke CMabomer, 
What it I rake my reſt on beds of downe, 
What if I doe enioy whole Kingdoms ? yet 
All this is nought, vnleſſe my Roſs be 
Jn preſence to behold my brauerie. 


Hearwy. 
What if the beſt Moficions hae be, 
Take in their hands a ſeuerall inſtrument, 
And play to me the ſweteteſt harmony, 
That euer was ? yet were it no content 
The ſweeteſt tunes ſeeme harfh vnto mine care, 
Valefſc my Reſo be in place to heare, 
Smeling. 
What if my skin ſhould be by nature ſweet 
Like «Alexander; what if by mes (freer, 
Each man fhould ſmell me gehroogh the 


- Whac if my ſmell make ſweer il ſmelling roomes ? 


Theſe {mels, theſe odors lietle will content me, 
Valeſſe my Zoſu be ia placeroſeneme. 
q: Tai 
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| Shefsche Peer by which che . 


What if my be robe ſpread 37 
Wich the beſtzunkers cam be made — 
If Nectar be my drinks, if that my bre 
Be of che puteſt Manchet made, what — Fe 
Al will not my palace pleaſe, 
Leſſe my Roſa be in place to caſte of cheſe. 
. Feeling. | 
What ifthe faireſt Damiels in the Land 
Wich ſoſt ſilke skin and Alablaſter whice, 
Should all at once before me naked ſtand | 
To touch: they neither pleaſe my touch or ſight: 
Reſa is the, like whom chere is none ſuch 
She is my eye, care, ſmell. my caſte Wy me. 
-  Alltbe Senſes. 
Her voyce is pleaſant mulicke to the care; 
Her lookes doe like our fight exceeding well: 
Feed on her lips, ſhe is che daintieſt cheare, 
ſt all perfumes ſhe is the ſweereft ſmell : 
Our hot deſire her vater bnely quenches, 
She is che touch, the very ſenſe of Senſes. 


Sha is che hatches, ſhe wherein they teſt, 
Sha is the wind which miłkes the yep 
She is che hauen, ſhe which pleuſeth 
She is the Dolphin e Nt y 
Preſerue from danger, whilſt he plaid and — 
en 


hr; 


ADeferiptianef Lone. 4 
Then be my Pilot to direct my Ship, \ i 
Be thou the onely houſe where | may dwell, 
Be thou the onely cup to toueh my lip: 
He thou my heauen, and I ſhall feele no hell: 
Be thou my winde, in ſpite of e 
My! iourney then muſt news be profes, 


Now whar is Loue, or whar may we it all, 
Tell me, O chou chat rrieſt? J doe beſeech 
You ſee, that onely ſhee's the ſenſes all 
I thinke ſhee's aſs all che parry of Sprecht 
To call her firſt a Noune, ſthinke it god, 
What can be felt, ſeene, heard, or vñderſtood. 
Won. 
She is 2 Neune, and eu Nowne ſubſtantine, 
And by that name I may her vighety cal; 
Who ſtands her ſelfe, b bed * 
To fling her downe, and fotee her forts ll: 
An Adiectius ſhe may be {ob ſaid, 
Wuæo ſometitme duth reqpuirexnochrery ad 


But of N ——— there are tyo ſorts, 
SomeNounes ere proper, others commbn be, 
The beſt of all Grawe deere 9 
If it be ſo, yet both oſtheſe i ſſe /; 
She's proper; ſmall, and d but gender 
„Ser doubrFalt;cotmmiont N moe 22 


. ou'l find her an 
= ——.—.— 


A Defeription of Raue. 


eA Pronenne. 
She is Pronexne, like vnto a None: 
A Pronne now ſlie may be called well, 
For ſhe; whar ere ii done throughout che towne, 
To euery one that comes, will ſhew and ell; 
dhe huſie is, like Poets that be verſing 
She doth . in ſnewing and rehearſing, 
A Verbe, 
She's a erb Alline, for if any wooe, 
And aske her if ſue loues,ſhe'l ſay, Idoe; 
She is a Paſſive, top, for ſhe'l ſir ſtill, 
And ſuffer any min to haue his will: 
But yet to her I ne'r will be a Huter, 
She's Actiue, Paſſive, but to me a Neuter. 
Participle. 
Sheis a \ Porticiple too, I know, 
For ſus hath two ſtrings euer to her bow; 
She is a Nau, a — yet ſometimes neither: 
She ſometimes onely takes but part of eit her: 
Feure kindes of Participles now there be; 
But ſhe is of the Pretertemſe with me. 
As Adab. 


— —— — — -- - 


place, for hereand = 
—— 3 
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A Deſcription of Leue. 

A Contunlt ion. 

She's a Coniunſtion copulatine, for either 

As cloſe as wax ſhe ioyneth things together, 

Or a Di iundliue, for ſhe 'I ſtir vp ſtrife, 

(Having a naughty rongue) ewixt man and wife: 
Shee is a thing that's fit for any function, 
Shee”s any thing, therefore any Coninnition. 

A Prepofition. © 
She is a part of ſpeech commonly ſer 
Before all other parts of ſpecches; yet 


his part of ſpeech, we very ofcen finde 
Beyond, be ſide, nigh, through, about, behind, 
She is a Prepeſition likewiſe ſeene, 
Within, wit hout, againſt, beneath, betweene. 
An Iuteriection. 
ince ſhe is any thing, we laſt of all, 
May rightly her an Interiectio cally 
Sometimes ſhe”; curſt, ſometimes exceeding kind, 
roubled with diuers paſſions of the mind 
Of marvelling,the's often, as Pape, 
Sometimes of laughing too, as Ha, ba, be. 


O you moſt braue coniuring Seminaries, 
Read and attend my wofull wooing ſtoty: 
ake bcades, make croſſes, (ay your Aue Adarier, 
nd pray I may be out of Purgatorie: 
For if Ime not in Purgatorichere, 
He not belecue * any any where. 
2 


| | To the courteour Regder, 4 oy 


| Heſe Epigrams I made ſeuen yearet ag 

Before I rime or reaſon ſcarce did know: 

Condetmna ine not ſor making theſe, alas, 
It was noe I, I am not as I was. - 


Of a Legacie nes an Ambaſſaaenr. 


As twes my fortune by a wood to ride, 

I ſaw two men, there armes behinde them tide: 

The one lamenting there what did befall, 

1 Cride l' me yndone; my wife and children all t 

I rue other hearing him, alowd did cry, 

. | Vadoe me then, ſet me no longer lie: 

] But to be plain e the men uch there 9 

Were both vndone 3 faſt 
* 


To 
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© To the Barker. 
| + onely _ by eutting haire, 
Andyerhe that King 8 ce him ſit bare, 
Me chinkes he d not brag and boaſt of it, 


For be muſt ſtand to Beggers Echile they fir, 
He taſtes of bis bitten mailer, 


« Philomathes once ſtudying to indite, 


Nibbled his fingers, and his nailes did bite: 
By this I know not what he did intend, 
Vnleſſe his wig at his n. end. 


* > ha” 


e wbielt to his wife L 

Woltinagu walking in the euening ſad, 

Met with a Spiritʒ whether it was good or bad; 

He did not bn yet courage he did cake, 

And tothe wandring ſpirit thus he ſpake; 

If good thoubeeft, thou ic hurt no ſilly men. 

If thou beeſt bad, thou ſt cauſe to loue me then, 

For [ thy Kinſman am, my wife's ſo euill, 
That I am ure | married with the divell. 


- Of Nature: \ 


Nature did wellin giving poore meu wit, 


That fooles well monißed, may pay for ix. 
To 


2 ans. 
To mt 
To goe to law, I haue no maw, 

Although my ſutebe ſure; + 


For | ſhall lacke faresro my back; — 21 
Ere I my ſure procure, * 


ad. 


Demoſthmes bis —_ 


Demoſthenes both learning had an'd wit 

| — rag by the booket hee writ. 
Then blame him not having ſo much to vtter, 

If chat his tongue did trip, or he did ſtutrer, 


| Of aT abacrronifs. 


If mans fleſn be like ſwines az iris aid, 
The Metamorphoſis is ſooner made 
Then full-facd Ono Tabacco take, 
Smoaking your corps, leaſt bacon you doe make. 


oe . 


Cima ont time moſbwenderfully (wore; 
That whilſt he breached, he v drink no more: 
Zut ſince l r Ichinke 
He ment, ha would whilſt he did drink 


A woman yo 
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CH laterers. 


Whilſt on the Helitropinma Fal doch ſhine, - «1 
Herelos'd and twaſted ſelle it doi aucwine 
But when from her bright Phelps takes his: lighe 
She ſhurs againe as ſcornefull to the night. 
Whilſt on me Phabus tunſbing ſuewes his face, 
Each man with open armes will me imbrace. 

But wheg.theSunne of ſortune guns to 

They csb aten flo wong. 

1 
of aprond LY 


T ” Y>4,+ # 
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N 01. would take the vꝑper hand df mee, 
Saying he was a better man then I; 

] knew my {clke his becter for co ha. san 
M: 7 


But yet the wall I gave him wilingly. 
The wall btzpoke, and cakes aer ſhall. 1 


Fog Gillthe wyakeſt goeuh tqtbs wan 041% 


T be vncohflanee df aan ar. 
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waucting wind 7 


—— — 33644 14 
li CA Eo 


* The 


1 tert 


- 
N 
* * 


1 


| 


Cories bogs, ppd Shine 


| Should 


DOTS 
The pride of Saffe 


112 be true ; anciem Ambers Mie. 
hat Blackameres do paity Heir Diuck white, 7 
Then why doth Baſſa bragge that ſhee is faite, 
When luch as (hee moſtſike che Diuels are: 


- Of the pyiſſaabi i our ii. 

T ixt former times and As there is great ods, 

For they hd men chat Were Phyſicians gods, 

O what ahappie ageline we in then, 

That haue ſ&ch gods, beſbe that they bee men? 
Poore mens bappineſſe. 1 


% 
* * 1 % 2 


Uh 
Fortune doth fauour poore men molt of all, 


They hopegd tiſe : bat e wen ſaate to tall. 
0 2 1 e Spee. 
wry id heuer ſhift, | Th * 
In his oſt voyage, wonld you know his drift? 


Ie was heequſe he (cornd, chat any one 
12 was a ſhi = Companion, 


Jenin. \ Sd? 1 


: Calnus do oe his Read dbth take no cate! 


For hy tlrere breedes no nns where growesne 
0 | ; Vz. Zig *t4/ 2 chaire 
"> of 


Epen, 


Of the ſanes man, 


Haire on my head I neuer flumber ſhall, 
Nor Calvn/ his, fer he had none at all. 


Totbe Fowler. 


As Arrept walked with his Peece to fſhoote, 
Vpon a Ioad by chance heiſet his ſoota, 
With that he ftrai be- way Rarted backe and fads 
It wat the fowleſt Creature that was made, | 
But ſayhe what he will, I thinke not fo, 


For he himſelfe a Fowler was I know. 
. Stammere. 


« Balbus, with other men would angrie be> 0 
Becauſe they could not ſpeake ſq well as he. 
For others ſpeak but with their mouth, he knows 
Bur Belus ſpeaks both threugh the mouth rel 
noſe. : 
Let "o day paſſe withosrlerning ſanitwh, 4 
X By euer . Solonwaxed old, 
For time heknew, v hetrer farre then old, 
Fortune wouſdgiue him tzold, which weulddecy | 
Bur fonune cannot giue him yeſterday. Wn 
, 


F 
p f 
* 1 


No retl in Wing. 


Truth is in wine, but none can finde ĩt there, 
For in your Iauerne, man will lie and ſweare. 


0 ainter. 


. Priſcas js excellent in making faces, 

For he his cies, his 2 his mouth diſplaces; 
Since he hath skill in making theſe alone, 
I wonder much he mendeth not his ovvne. 


* Of a forſworne maide. 1 

» Reſa being falſe and pexiui d, once a frien 
Bid me open be, atid marke her end. 
Bur yer I eite not, let my friend goe fiddle, 
And let him marke her end, Ile marke her middle. 


The wnconſt ancie of timo. 
- Thoſe men that trauell all che yyorld about, 
Doe goe to hnde the rareſt faſhions out, 
For all the nevveſt faſhions that vve vveare, 
We haue beyond Sea: Thicy their faſhions heres 
But novv the vvorld of faſhions ſeemeth drie, 
We looke to finde them in the Harry akie. 
For if you looke it novv this faſhion's nevv, 
To vveare a ſtarre on a Polony ſhoo, 


of 


þ grain * 
Of « Flatterer. 


The Dogge will euer batke before he bite, 
The Theefe will bid you ſtand, before het le fight, 
Each lurking beaſt, with ſme ſowre vilage will 
Shcw you a former ligne of following ill: 
But Marcas yet is ten times worſe then theſe, 
Whoſe hart is killing when his words do pleaſe, 


Ie 
ie. Coartier 


Man' ban 4 orme, the win ſort doch ſay, 
Yer Cling che Courticr gycs Ih fo e wok 


1 * © 


wang © ofthe denb N | 


Ach: herd no wound would hurt his minde 
No chan ot ould fright; us we in ſtorie finde: 
But yet h died when he did Pi fecte / 
Surely Ithinke bis hearvy vas in his heete, 


Epigrams. 
Of 4 Boaſter. 
W hen fooliſh Icarus like a bird would flic, 
Wit h waxed wings he didaſcend on hie; 
But when chat Phabas ſa his roudi tent, 
Him head · long downe into 4 dea he ſent. 
Then Icærus cried, O that I had my wiſh, 
I would not be a bird but be a fiſh. 


T he pride of Woman. 


Why women weare a Fall, I doe not know, 
Vnleſſe it onely be to make a ſhow; | 
Ir's true indeed. to pridethey're given all: 
And pride, the Prouerbe faies, muſt haue a fall. 


Of one Linda Teeth. 


To Fuſca beefe and bacon's very loathſome, 
Chickens and Pigions are not very. taothſome; 
No maruell though if then ſhee cannot cace, 
She hath no teeth, and they are toothſome meate- 


fie, 
My wife, while ſheaderh live, her Will will take, 
For when ſhec dying is, no W ill muſt make; 
But if ſhe le promiſe quickly for to die, 
Le grant her will, h er life time willingly. 


_ of | 


Of falſe accuſers or backbiters, 


When Co catches fle, What exe he ailes, 
He kills them with his teeth, aot with his nailes, 
Saying, that man by wan might blameleſſe goe, 
If euery one would vſe back · biters ſo. 


Of maſter Leech who ranne away. 


A pillar ef che Church ſome Leech doe call, 

But ſuch as he are Caterpillars all; 

He's fled to Rome, there's roome for ſuch az hee, 
We loue his roome, but not his company. 


T be countenance deſeries the winde. 


' » If baba. and bad doth ſee, tis (igne 
Baſſs is bad; for ſhe when Sol doth ſhine, 

. Doth wearea maske, leaſtro the pearing Sunne, 
Her councenance ſhould tell what ſhe hath done. | 


K 1.199 ; 
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Feen 
As anſwer to Momns, 


Whilſt I; as I was vvont, vvent neate and fine, 
Nomos me delicatulum did call: 

This was the anſwere which I made to him. 
Take you but halfe the word, and Ile take all, 


Ofthe Authors edu: ation. 


The Citie Londen to me life did gine, 

And Weftminſter did teach me hovy toliue : 
To whether place I doc moſt dutie ovve, 
Good Readers tell mee, for I hardly knovv. 


Know thy ſelfe$bat it, be not proxde. 


Walking and meeting one not long agoe, 

T ask'd vvhotwas ? he ſaid, he did not know: 
I ſaid, I know thee. So ſaid he, I you: 
But he that knowcs himſelfe I neuer knew. 


Truſt not too much to thy beantie, 


When B walkes abroad, ſhe paints her face, 

And then ſhe would be ſeene in euery place: 
For then your Gallants who ſo ere they are, 
Vader acolour will accounc her faire. 


Ot 


Fpjoram rams. 


Of @ Leane man. 114 


. When firſt of al I Maci/ent did ſee, 

An v 17 ſpirit, | thought him for to be; 

Bur ſince [ know the cauſe he look'g fo grim, 
Had hardly fleſh enough to couer him. 


af an Vſarer. 


' Grier more money got then he could ſpend, 
By monty which to others he did lend, 

Say whar he will, he was no gamer yer : 
* — a Loſer wis, vieh ſo did get: 


ger by cooꝝ hing, was his whole pretence, 


BY gerting ſo, hole un conſcience, 


Of th ſame, 


Ne gold you G ipte gather andovir:de, 
By lending out ta via, a damned trades 

Bur whiltof gold you are a Hell · uo, 

Much to the Duel, muck to Hell you oe. 


1 


of 


* 


Gaſter did ſeeme to me to want his eyes, 
For he could neither ſee his legs nor thighes; 


Nature the teeth doth as an hedge ordaine, 


' Flans did beate his Cooke and gan to ſweare, 


Epigrams. 
Ofa groat gormondiſong bevy. 


But yet it was nor ſo, he had his ſight, 
Only his belly hanged in his light. 


Of a Page, 


Sextus in old apparell ſtill doth goe, 
Yer all his (ute is new from top to toe: 

It is no maruell though, if chis be true, 
His maſters old apparell makes him new. 


Of a pratler hauing noteatb, 


The nimble frisking tongue for to containe 2 
No maruell then ſince that the hedge is our, 


If Fuſcus tongue walketh ſo faſt about. 
Neceſſuie hath no la. 


Becauſe his meate was rotten toſted there: 
Peace good ſir, quoth the Cooke, need hath no 
Tis rotten roſted cauſe twas rotten raw. (law 


of 


— — 


8 


Of one without cares. 


— 


Fhraſo vpon a pillar loſt his eare, 
And euer ſince he hid that place with haire; 
Now leſt thou Thraſ, or his friend would be, 
Cut off your lockes, that we your cares may ice. 


The Pomertie of Iris. 


raus vſing to lye vpon the ground, 
One morr ing viider him a feat her found, 
Haue I all night here line fo hard (quoth he) 
Hauing but one poore feather vnder me ? 
wonder much then how they take their eaſe, 
T nar night by night, lie on a bed of theſe. 


Of an ill wife, 


Priſtut was weeping when his wife did die, 
Yet he was then in better caſethen I : 

I ſhould be merry, and ſhould thinke to thriue, 
Had I but his dead wife for mine aliue. 


A 


— 1 _ 
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A derke ſentence or 4 riddle. 


As Sextus once was opening ofanut, 
With a ſharpe knife his finger deepely eut: 
What ſigne is this quoth he can any tell? 
Tis ſigne quoth one,y* haue cut your finger Well. 
Not ſo ſaitch he, for now my fingers fore; 
And I am ſure that ic was well before. 


Of the poxertie of Carus. 


Codrus did ſerue a multitude with meate : 

Yer he himſelfe had nothing for to cate : 

Some men may thinke this trolick miſery, 

Qr miſerable liberality. 1 by 
Vermm did feede on him whenheperhaps 4 
Did either feedeon nothing. or on ſataps· 


0 f A COUctO0Ns man. 


Cra is tich and gallant, faire and fac, 


Cd at, thou art bur poorg and what co that 7 
When he is dead, tell Crafws this from me: 
More wormes will feed au bim, then will on ghee. 
14. & C 3 Of 


| * 
Of a great drinker. 


- Bid Gnatho heare a Sermon, then heele ſay, 
Hee a drie fellow that doth preach to day; 
But hees 4 drier fellow (ure, | thinke, 

That ne et has from his noſe à pot of drinke. 


Of the ſame. 


- Gnatho did ſweare that he would drinke no more, 
Flinging the beerc away, cauſe it ran low. 

Nay faith, fairs one, it is a ſinne toſpil't, 

For that is noble beere, that runs at Tilt. 


FE) » Is +: ! 


* D165 Ofabaſt Lone. 


- Many accuſe me, cauſe I could doe nothing, 
Many aceufe ime, cauſe © was 2 ſlow thing; 

Bur (oft my Maſtcrs, I was politicke: 

For had not I beene (low, ſhe had beene quicke. 


To Fi C Ac bold. 


' Cornutus culld his Wife, both Whore and Slut, 
uoth (he, youl neuer leaue your brawling but 

But what quoth he fquoth ſhe, the poſt ar doore: 

For you haue hornes co but, if Ime a whore, 


The Shopmen gallant gas and 1 2 | 


os ©. 
; b \ 
* 4 * 


G AnE pigram. 


And giue cheit workmen what t lit for ware 
They drink good wine, they feed vpon Anchoues 


Sic vos non vob1s, fertis aratra bones, 
en Fpipram, 


Whẽ I in preſſe ſaw theſe thing nat long fince 
I iudgd they had beenetripd by the bench; 
For it che Iury once had gone vpon thew, My 
Leſſe they d bin hangd ern. bn, de 
229 1 459011 +! ben them. 
1900 To G. 8 1 2 
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b eb aff tg, 

Since you your ſelte did breake, you cunfiingace 
Coo ning your kindred hut with broken ware. 
. MO (1 nod, 


1 1 
by 2c nl? Tat. ., 


Naw Lit! ' "4JG 526607 & AL 5145 0 TTLCE 


Six e ue I'wataSouinauntachee, 
Had ] ſeru d nr year bare I had beene free, 
But ſince you got me once vpon the hip, 


ou turnd me off, before my Prentiſhip. 


C 3 Hu 


* 
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Epigy O11 4 | 


An E 3 


Ciuna loued Roſa well, binking her pure, 


And was nat quiet till he made her ſure, 
She ace 11. anbther, but the end 
Ts'thjs; hEs Clmaes "> the others friend. 


To e Acagdemians, 


Fall cfoſt 
11 ag 


| Touche 5 precicus hoe looſe; 


y ftudir;/fer you Mule | | 
66 Bonght Bat goodnesNarue, & pine, 
ite ae out aline. 
CA) as the Riuer cbs and flowes, 
— craſh and earthlytrenſule comes and 
But learning laſts vntill the day of doome, 
Se memmot linke ic, or ite ic num... 
hn ifrhy friends; utic> mirar nor money ſend? 
Spend thy time well, thou haft enough to ſpend. 
Whar if thou beeſt by: elfancein priſon caſt ? 
Moogſt thoſe that are in want, thou t find a waſt. 


Nay one mayzomegthydacechatne's Mr 


Andſerchee ci, — bet wah 
e] mga „ MIT 108 1 "of 
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eA Loue Sonngt. 


23 2 Laſſe a faire one, A 
As faire as c're was ſeene, 2. 

Shee was indeed a rare one, 

Another Steba Queene. 

But foole as then I was, 

I chought ſhee lou d me too, 

But now alas ſha's left me, 

Falere, (ers, loo. 


-- N 


e Fer haire like gold did tliſter 
d. Bach eye was Fike a ſtarre, 
Shee did ſurpaſſe her ſiſter, 
t, } Which paſt all others farre. 
h Shee would mc honie call, 
She'd 6 ſhe'd kiſſe me too, 
But now alas ſha's left me, | 
Faro, lere, lis. a 2 
C 4 | | 


GS Py fray , 
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Sonnets. 


In Summer · time to 
My loue and I would goe, 
The boat-· men there ſtoode readie, 
My loue and I to rowe: 
For Creame there would we call, 
For Cakes, and for Prunes too, 
But now alaſſe ſha's leſt me, 

Falero lers lo, 


Many a merry meeting 
My loue and I haue had: 
She was my only ſweeting, 
She made my heart full glad, 
The teares ſtood in her cies 
Like to the morning dew, 
But now alaſſe ſha's left me, 
Falero lero loo. 


And as abroad we walked; 
As Louers faſhion is, 
Oft we ſweetly talked, 
The Sun ſhould ſteale aKiffes 
The winde vpon her li 
Likewiſe moſt ſweetly b&w 
But now alas ſha's left me, 
Fatero, tero, 400. 


$ Her 


Sonnets. 

Her cheekes were like the Cherrie, 

Her skin as white as ſnow, 

When ſhee was blyth and merrie, 

She Angel-like did ſhow : 

Her waſt exceeding ſmall, 

The fiues did fic her ſhooe, 

But now alaſſe ſha's left me, 
Falero, lero, loo. 


In Summer time or wintet 
She had her hearts deſire, 
I ſtill did ſcorne to ſtint her 
From ſugar, ſacke, or fire: 
The world went round about, 
No cares we euer knew, 
But now alaſſe ſha's left me, 
Falero, lero, loo. 


As we walked home together, 
At midnight through the cowne, 
To keepe away the weather, 
O're her I'de caſt my gowne: 
No cold my Loue ſhould frele 
What ere the heauens coal&doe, 
But now alaſſe ſh'as left me, 
Falero, lero, lio. 


Sonnets, 


Like Doues we would be billing, 

And clip and kiſſe ſo faſt, - 

Yet ſhe would bevewilling, 

That I ſhould kiſſe the laft; 

They're Judas kiſſes now, 

Since that theyprou'd ynerue. 

For now alaſſe fh*as left me. 
Falero, lers, los. 


To Maidens vowes and (wearing, 

Henceforth no credit giue, 

You may give them the heating, 

But neuer them beleeue; 

They are as falſe as faire, 

Vnconſtant, ſraile, vntrue, 

For mine alaſſe has left me, 
Falera, lero, loo. 


Twas I that paid for all things, 
Twas others dranke the wine, 
I cannot new recall things, 
Liuc but a foole te pine. . 
Twas | that beat the buſh, 
The bird to others 9 6 
For ſue alaſſe hath left mg, 
Falere, lere, las. 
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F If 


Sonnets. 


If euer that Dame Nure, 8 
For this falſe Lovers fake, 
Another pleaſing creature 
Like vnto her would make; 
Let her remember this, TD 
To make the other true, 
For this alaſſe hath left me 

Faloro, lero, loo. C2434 65G 5H I 


No riches now can raiſe me,, 
No want makes me deſpairey , +27 1 
No miſeric ami#ze'me, 

Nor yet for wane I care: 

haue loſt a world it ſelfe, 

My earthly he iuen adue, 

Since ſhee alas hath lefe me. 

Falere, dre lod.” * TEE, 


To his Lone fearing a Corrivall. ar 


| 4 poys'nous Spider and the lab'ring Ree, 
The one and ſelfeſame flower daily ſucks; 
But yet in nature much they difagres;. ,  * 
For poyſon one, the other honie pluckes. 
You are the flower (you know my meaning) he 
The poys'nous Spider is, and I the Bee, 


But if you like that ſwelling cerexcurebeR, .... . 
Whoſe onely trap can hut iaſn a flies 
Ile leaue my writing, and Ile liue in reſt, 
Vntill another Loue can like my eie. 
But, if you leauing me, me none can pleaſe, 
lle lingring liue in paine, Ile pine in eaſe. 


IT am the Bee, if thou wilt be the Hiue, 

Wherein no blacke nor poys'nous moiſture lies; 

Ile be a painfull Bee, I'le daily ſtrine . 

Home to returne to thee with loaden thighes: 

And in the winter, when all flowers periſh, 
The hiue the Bee, the Bee the hiue ſhall cheriſh. 

Tis 


Hegies. 
T Bor your ſringe, your gloues, your bands, your 
Your gold, your fathers goods that I deſires (lace, 
Hur tis your golden haire, your comely face, 
Tis that, O that, that ſees my heart on fire :(hue, 
your hands,your heart, your loue, your comly 
Makes me ſorget me (clte, remembring you 


O chat I were a Hat for ſuch a Head! 

O that I were a Gloue for ſuch a Hand 

O that I were your Sheets within your Bed 

O char I were your ſhoo whereon you ſtand / 
To be your very ſmocke! lde daily ſeeke, 
do that you would not ſhife me onceayweeke, 


Aube, 


2 


Anotherto his Loue, ſeeing | 
her walke in twilight. 


He deepeſt waters haue the ſmooth eſt lookes, 
The taireſt ſhirt may hide the fooleſtskinz 
Had lines are often writ in gilded bookes, 
View not the out- ſide then, but looke within: 
Trie erc you truſt, and if all things be true, 
Locke hands in hands, and ſeeke not for a new. 


I muſt confeſſe and will, I am but poore, 
But rich I am in loue, perhaps you know: 
But if you to ſome higher region ſoare, 
Diſdaining for to rake your flight ſo low, 
Fake heed leſt by ſome veh'mencie of weather, 
You chice to burne ſome, or ſcorch ſome other. 


But tell me ſweete, if that thy mind be ſet 
Vpon ſome other man; or if you know, 
What thing this Loue ſhould be, if not as yet, 
Ile teach you what a thing is loue; O no: 
What thing is loue? how can you learne of me, 


When firſt] le irn d to loue by ſeeing thee ? 
The 


© " Epigrams. 
The prettie winding of thy comely head, 
The decent rowling of thy liucly eye, 
Thy tender Lilly hand, hath ſtrucke me dead, 
Without a touch, No what is Loue ? 'Tis , 
Tis you tis you, tis both together, (hither. 
You loue, I loue, both loues, ſweete loue, come 


I caſt an eye vpon you yeſter. night, 
But Pbhabus Horſes went too great a pace, 
Vnwilling to afford me ſo much light, 
Wherein I plainely might diſcerne your face: 
In ſpight of Phe bus, nay in ſpight of you, (true 
Ile looke, I'le loue, cis ſomewhat ſtrange, but 


Defiring 


Deſiring an anſwer from 
his Lone. 


F that I an vnworthy of your loue, 
Let me be worthy of your anſwer yer, 
That I may know wherher | muſt remoue 
My deareatfe&ion from you now, and (er 
My rnd vpon my bookes, which now l feare 
I ſpend in Loue · toyes and am ner the necre. 


Prethee, ſweet Loue, ſome pretty thing indite, 

Let thoſe thy pretty fingers hold a Pen; 

Vpon ſome pretty piece of paper write, 

Nature made Maide ty, and not men. 
What — old, you are ſo witty 
That what you write, or th uch, or do, tis pretty. 


If you want Paper, Paper will I ſend you, 
If you want Inke, [le like wiſe ſend you Inke; 
If that you want a Pen, a pen [le ſend you, 
What ere you want, if that [ can but thinke 
What tis, Ide freely giue it to you, ſo 
You would but {end an anlwere. I, or no: 


| I doe not write to thee for hope of gainesz 

| But onely for to gaine thy lone, fo Wen 

I prethee Reſa take a little paines; 42 

Once more I prethee Neſa hold a Pen: 
I long to heare from thee, I faine would know, 
An anfwere from thee quickly, I. or no, | 


If it be I, then Reſa thou art mine, ; 
Then wil we ſpend our youthfull daics th pleaſure 
If it be No, yer Reſa am I thine: a 
What ere thy anſwer is, thouart my treaſure, 

If chat(tweer heart)youl'd know the reaſon why 
Ic is becauſe a Majdens No is I. 


1 
1 


. 


i 
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Ann 
An Anſwer to ber Anſwer. 


— Miſtris Roſa, for whoſe onely ſake 
rde run through &:cand water, nay lde make 


A | ough the dangerous vncouth places, 
I'de meaſure all che world with weary paces 

To doc you good: nay more, I'de loſc my heart, 
Rather then haue your little finger ſmart: | 
But when you chance to read che lame, | flatter, 
You then will ſay; but ob; it is no matter, 
Mocke, flout, neglect, diſds ine, pit, ſpite, coremne þ 
I necdes muſt loue my earchly Diadem. 

I flouted others once in miſery, 

But other men may now well flout at meʒ 

This is that drie and curſed puniſhment, 

Which all the gods aboue co me haue ſent 

For all my faults. O ſee with pitty fee, 

Sweete Loue, thy Loue in wofnll miſery, 

Whoſe eyes ne'r ſle ep, whoſe fancie ſtill is doing, 
Since that he knew what did belong to wooing : 
Thou art the Clotbs that hath ſpun my thied, 
By which I ſeeme to liue, but yet am dead. 

Bur prethee Roſe, if chou'lc ſtop my breath, | 
Kill quicke, let me not live a lingring death: 
Pirty, pitty, pitty, pitty, pity, 

Pretty, pretty, pretty, pretty, pretty, 
— — liuely, — maide. 
Looke, like, liue, lone me well, and I am made. 


rl try tie 


To his ſecond L oue. 


Tuna hope & feare, feare(ſweer loue) Live 

Thinking my heart was given long agoe; 

Being one man ha's but one heart to giue, 

How can you looke for mine, yet thinke not lo? 
Bur trye me, truſt me, ind ſweet heart, you'l ſee, 
] haue a heart that's onely kept for thee, 


Miſdoubt me not, although I lou d before, 
Miſdoubt me not, but I lou d faichfullyy 
Experience makes me nc loue ten times more, 
haue my leſſon now without booke, I: 
When firſt I loud, I was a fondling foole, 
Now I am a Captaine made in vpids ſchoole. 


u ſmilde on me, but if youle ſmile no more, 
hat will choſe men that know me now ſurmiſe 
Being I was forſaken once before, * 
Theyle thinke me hatefull in a Maidens eyes: 
Theyle thinke all hare me, or ſuppoſo indeed, 
Lonely caine to woo, but not co ſpeed, ſn 
D 2 
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oy FRE Gf ro Nature now, 


O 
Fer —— ſo farre encelli 
Her whom 1 thought cxcelꝰd all others ? how 


Am 1 bound to Natur: prethee tell. 
The difference txt my firſt lone, and you 
Is this, ſuec s faircagd falſe, thou faire and true. 


Miſdoubt me not, for by the Heauens aboue, 
Thou ſhalt not finde me wich a double tongue; 
For if I am the man thou canſt not loue, N 
Lam the man that will doe chee no wrong. 

For if I ſpeake by chee but any euill, | 
Count me no more a Man, count me a Diuell. 


— 
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i.» Of the bring bir E 
8 Ike as the Moth about the candle flies, 


Hoping to haue ſome comfort from the light, 
Scorcheth her wings, and ons ſudden lies 
Panting vpon the ground, or burned quite: 

So I ſtill hoping thee ſweete heart, to mone, 
Conſume my ſelfe in burning flames of tbue. 


9919 
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Alas, alas, thy beauty ſhines ſo bright, 

It duls and dazels all that doe come nie thee, 
This is the cauſe I neuer come, but write, 
Without an Eagles eye, how dare I eye thee : 

Cupid is blinde; then I in louing thee, 

And looking too, ſhould be more bliadthen he. 


Why doe I ſeeke to ſtrive againſt che ſtreame ? 
Letters, nor loue, nor lookes, thy heart can turne. 
Why doe I then make loue my onely theame ? 
I loue,you hate; I write, but what the better? 
I burac in loue, and you doe burne my letter. 
D 3 Poore 


of Why doe (igh, and ſob, and broyle, and burne? 
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a ve what didye et- 
© Hard-hearted Flrhow did they dend thee > 
+ Moreverſes haue I made for thee, but yet (chee 
\ He ſweare thou alt not burne the dent Ile ſend 


death, therefore the reſt, 
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Maſter Fobnſons anſwer to 


Maſter Withers. 


Weahers. 
8 [ waſting in deſpaire, 
Die becauſe a woman's faire, 
Or my cheekes make pale with care, 
Cauſe anothers Roſie are t 
Be ſhe fairer then the day, 
Or the flowry Mendes in Aq, 
2 ſhe be not ſo to me, 
y bas ae Thow faire foe d 
Tobnſon. 
Shall I mine affections llacke, 
Cauſe l ſee a womans blacke, 
Or my ſelfe with care caſt downe, . 
Cauſe I ſeea woman browne? 
Be ſhe blacker then the 
Or the blackeſt let in ſight. 
If free be not ſo to m, 
What care W b if 
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ES 1 


| WE bent be pinde, 
l 
| 1 kinde, 


Ora well diſpoſed nature 
Ioyned in 777 feat =D WM 
Bede melt — an iT 
— ö f 
Turde Doe ok ma DELLS 
What care I how kind ſhee be ? 
Johnſon. | | 
Shall my fooliſh heart he br uſt, ET 
Cauſe I ſce a womani's curſt, ; 2 
Ora thwarting ogg narure· ty 
Ioyned in as bad a feature? 2 
Be ſhe curſt or fiercer then , g 
Bruciſh Beaſt, or ſanzpe Men: ern 
If free not ſo to me, rn 
What care I hom curſi ſtr be? 0 
Withers, 
Shall a womans vernic\ *mhake e: 195 
Me to periſh for her Me,, 8 
Oc her merits val xaαν, eee e 
Make me quite forget* one pw 822! ih 
Be ſhe with that goo afe biet, nne 
That may merit — of heft? 3, ha g 3 
— to me, San Ia 


The eve Gow goed oC. l l. 2 N 
Johnſon 


on¹νν,hẽ, 
Iohnſon. 

Shall a womans vices make , 
Me her vices quite torſake, ' 

Or her faults to me made knowne, 
| Make me thinke that I haue none? r 
Be ſhe of the moſt aceuſt, 
And deſerue the name of workt: 

If ſhe be not ſo to me, , 

What care I how bad foe e 

Withers, 
Cauſe her fortyygs ſreme two high, 
Should ] play the foole an die ĩ ˖ 
He that beares a noble mid, +: 216 - 
If not outward helpehee ind, un 
Thinke what with theme 1 — 
That without them dare te õõẽj⁊ e (+ » * 
2 ů N N abs 
What care I hom great fhc tet . | 
Johnſon, 

Cauſe her i ſe * lo, 
Sball I therefolẽ fe 201 

He that beares anhumblemind,” IL OI 
And with rich can behind, 1 
| Thinke derte eee, 
| Ifhe were ſornefornite H e 
And if rhad fins ẽj mn on 
228 carritbow powe (i 6A 8 *- OLED 
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Withers, 

Great, or good, or kind, or faire 

I will ne'r the more deſpaire, 

M mee loue me, then belecue 

I will die, ere ſhe fhall grieue: 

I ſhe flight me, when I woo, 

Ican flighe and bid her go: 

If fee be not fit for me, 

What care I for whom ſhe bee? 
Iobnſau. 

Poore, or bad, or curſt, or blacks, 

will ne'r the more be ſlacke, . 

Ii ſhe hate me, then beleeue, 

She ſhall die, ere I will griue : 

If ſhe like me When 4 woo, | 

I can like and loue her too: 

Hf that ſhe be fir for ne, 

What exre ] what others bet + 


To Ge Reads bs 
4 ic common cuſftome new er, 1 
For one to write vpes anorhers prayſe : | 
But I mo T rungpenſacks ; uo ſound of drum 
——— —•— = 
Their Verſo: camot mate theſe Verſe betrer, 


They will not mend n flaffe; αẽe ße 
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The 


NE King Lud, long here haſt thou ſtood, 
Not framed of wood, | 

But of ſtones; 
Stones ſure thou art, like our Creditorcheirr 
Which cares noc 

For our grones, 1 2 
Within thy gates, the crie at thy grares, — 
Though it mvuecs che States pf tis Citie: 

Our callin 4 baoling, or yawling it monies not 
Our Croditors hearts vnto pittie :: 

In caps, and in Coates, nh forrowfull Hors, 
And — ä — ** 

For reliefe, 11 |: A 
Good Sir, we cole, with n Box hanging — 
— 32 — that lie 


The Beeler lancs ride — ner think vpon 
we — : (Coaches, 


| Bur rumbli ng, and turnbling, and iumbling their 
— The longs in the fireccs ther. — 


— — ˖ mn — — —— — — —— — — — 
— — — 


* ryesof Ludgate. 
Merchants that goe by the gate to and fro, 


Their hearts at our woe, 

Seeme to ſhake, 

Thinking what croſſes, what qriefs;& what loſe | 

— Carackes to Seas | 
ꝛey take 

Theſe men ate bet remorſran Jadebrek 

Doth harbour and raſt 1 

To the needie, 1 Omni * A 

They roundi y;profoundly,and ſoundly cre gina 


As it they-to fee them were greedie, + | += 17, | 


Others paſſe by, andeaft NO V 
Vpon that crie, 19 101 
Jndiſdaine, -:-» 14; +: s unc 
Saying, chat we ttquickly would be iT 
If nam nere free} here ngaine.. / 1 00 


Let — mocke din dose 0 


And chus at our need goe by grinnirig, e (ding, 
Tis ſo man, that no man, can khan his ba, 
yore well he may know his beginning, 27? 
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The Song of the Begger. 


es, | * a Rogue and a ſtout one, 


| 


A moſt couragious drinker, 
I doeexcell,'tis knowne full well, 
The Ratter, Tom, and Tinker. 
Still doe I cry, good your Worſoip, good Sir, 
Beſtom one ſmall Demire Sir, 
Aud braxely at the bonſong Kew 
Ile bonſo it all in Beere Str. 


If a Bung be got by the hie Law, 

Then ſtraight I doc attend chem, 

For if Hue and Crie doefollow, [ 

A wrong way ſoone doe fend them 
Still [age cry, Ce. a 


Ten miles vntoa Market, 

I runne to mcet a Miſer, 

Then in a throng, I uip his Bung, 

And the partie ne ex the wiſer, 
Stil dec I cry, &c. 


My daintie Dals, my Doxis, 

When cer they ſce me lacking, 
Without delay poore wretches they 
Will ſet their Duds a packing. 

Still doc I cry, &Qc. 


i 


The Song of the Begyer. 


pay fo r what I call for, 
And ſo perſorce it muſt be, 
For as yer I can, not know:the man, 
Nor Oaftis that will cruſt me. 
Still T age cry, &c. 


If any giue me lodging, 

A courteous Knaue they find me, 

For in their bed, aliue or dead 

I leaue ſome Lice behind me, 
Still doe I cry,chc. 


If a Gentrie Coe be comming, 
Then ſtraight it s our faſhion, 
My Legge | tie eloſe to my thigh, 
To moue him to compaſſion. 


Still doe I cry, & c. 


My doublet ſlecue hangs emptie, 
And for to beggerhe bolder, 
For meate and drinke, mine arme I ſhrinke 
Vp cloſe vnto my ſhoulder. 
Still doe I cry, &c. 


If a Coach | heare be rvmbling 1 
Tomy Crutchesthen i hie me. | 
For being lame, it is aſhamg,” | '! 1:1: 


Such Gallancs ſhould denie me + \ v2" 7 


Still doe I cry, &. 
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Witha ſeeming burſten belly, 

[looke like one halfe dead Sir, 

Or elſe I beg with a woodden legge, 

And a Night-cap on me head Sir, 
Stil dee I cry, &qc. 


In Winter time ſtarke naked 
I come into ſome Citie, 
Then euery man that ſpare them can, 
Will give me clothes tor pittie. 
Still doe [ cry, oc. 


If from out the Low: countrie, 
I heare a Captaines name Sir, 
Then ſtrait ] {were | have bin theres 
And ſo in fight came lame Sir. 
Still doe I cry, &0. 


My Dogge in a ſtring doth lead me, 
When in the Towne I goe Sir. 

For to the blind all men are kind, 
And uilſtheir Almes beſtow Sir, 
Sill dee I cry, G c. 


With Switches ſometimes ſtand J. 
In the be tome of a Hill Sir, 


TheSong of the Beg yer, 


There ti oſe men which doe want a Switch, 


Some wr onie gine me ſtill Sir. 
Still dos cry, &r. 


Come 


Come buy, come buy a Horne-booke, 
Who buyes my Pins or Needles ? 
In Cities I cheſe things doe crie, 
Ofc times to ſcape che Beadles, 
Still doe I cry, & c. 


In Paul. Church by «Pillars 
Sometimes you ſee me ſtand Sir, 
With a Wric that ſhowes, what care and wo&s 
I paſt by Sea and Land Sir. 
Stilt aoe I cry, &c. 


Now blame me not ſor boafting, 
And bragging thus alone Sir, 
For my ſelfe F will be prayſing ſtill, 
For Neighbours haue I none Sir. 
Which makes me cry good your Wor ftip, good Sir, 
Beftow one ſmal] Denire Ser, 
And brauth then ar the Bonfong Ken, 
Ile bouſe it all in rere Sir. 
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